SARTORIAL   ECCENTRICITIES

*Away on the slopes of Mount Parnassus

(On the lower slope, you will understand)
Bardlets, in velvet jacket, pass us,

A limp, inert and dejected band;
Never a one his pipe is tuning,

Never a one is blithe and gay,
For all are the crushing chorus crooning,

"Minor poets are cheap to-day!"

"And yet", they moan, "in our volumes recent

How very impassioned we oft have been,
Some of our lines have been scarcely decent.

Not a few have been quite obscene.
Rough-edged paper, eccentric binding,

Plus lubricity, ought to pay;
Yet we now to our grief are finding

'Minor poets are cheap to-day!7 " '

That is not precisely Hippocrene or Aganippe, but it
served.

Le Gallienne, I think, was the only one of the poets
who sported a velvet jacket in public. He wore, like
the Scholar Gipsy, a hat of antique shape and a 'soft,
abstracted air'. His coat was of sage-green velvet, his
shirt and collar, a la Byron, of some soft grey material,
his tie, the hue of willow leaves in the wind, was loosely
flowing. I do not remember that there was anything
out of the ordinary about the attire of the other members
of the nest of singing birds. Davidson was once re-
ported to have been seen in a frock-coat surmounted by
a straw hat and a puggaree, but this, I think, was in
the country. It was Sturge Moore (not a distinctively
Bodley man) whom, because he used to wear clothes of